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Lincoln  Entering  Richmond,  April  4,  1865 


( Leigh  Leslie. ) 

Thomas  Nasi  has  immortalized  this,  one 
of  the  last  great  historic  scenes  iu  which 
Lincoln  was  a  central  figure,  in  a  paiuting 
which  he  recently  finished  in  his  studio  at 
Morristuwu.  "  Lincoln  Entering  Rich- 
mond "  id  unquestionably  the  hest  thing 
that  has  yet  come  from  the  hand  of  tins 
great  painter.  Mr.  Nast  lavished  much 
time  au'l  patieut  care  upon  this  painting, 
ancl  iu  it  lie  has  left  au  enduring  monu- 
ment to  his  genius.  It  is  tine  in  color, 
superb  in  drawing,  gracefnl  in  composition 
ami  remarkable  for  realistic  truth,  for 
vigorous  individuality,  and  for  strong 
power  of  action 

The  grouping  is  simple,  yet  highly  dra- 
matic. Lincoln  wears  a  plain  suit  of 
black,  and  a  high  silk  bat  of  the  style  of 
the  period,  and  his  fall  form  towers  above 
the  escort  and  the  rabble  surrounding  him. 
His  homely  lips  are  tightly  closed,  and 
there  is  in  bis  luminous  eye  a  shade  of  sad- 
ness. H.s  little  son.  trembling,  clings  to 
bis  left  hand.  The  negroes  have  broken 
through  the  line  of  marines  and  are  massed 
about  him.  Men.  women  and  children. 
with  the  light  of  love  and  gratitude  in 
their  eyes,  jostle  one  another  in  their 
eagerness  to  grasp  his  hand,  or  even  to 
touch  the  hem  of  his  garment.  A  mother 
with  her  babe  clinging  to  her  breast  is 
kneeling  and  kissing  his  hand:  another, 
smiling  aud  hippy,  raises  her  little  one 
above  her  head  that  it  may  see  his  benevo- 
lent face.  Men  Who  have  grown  stooped 
and  tottering,  and  gray  under  the  lash  of 
cruel  masters,  become  yotiDg.  and  strong. 
und  brave  again  at  sight  of  him. 

What  a  sublime  thing  is  joy  in  a  heart 
that  has  known  naught  but  despair! 
What  a  glorious  thing  is  the  light  of  liberty 
in  a  soul  that  has  known  the  blackness  of 
bondage  '. 

What  a  beautiful  spectacle  is  that  of  this 
black  skinned  mother  kissing  the  hand 
that  has  struck  the  shackles  of  slavery 
from  the  limbs  of  her  child!  How  inspir- 
ing to  sec  these  husbands  and  fathers 
Stretching  out  their  toil  worn  hands  to 
touch  the  garment  of  their  beuefactor! 
These  face-;  upon  which  have  long  rested 
the  shadows  of  fear  and  Buffering  are  now 
radiant  with  love  and  hope. 

In  the  background  we  see  a  face  ot  dif- 
ferent aspect— a  white  face,  frowning,  dis. 
dainfnl. threatening  The  picture  would 
not  be  complete  without  it.  It  is  that  of 
an   e\  slaveholder.     To   him    Lincoln  is  a 


monster,  and  th*se  black  creatures,  whom 
he  was  wont  to  buy  and  sell  under  the  pro- 
tection of  the  law,  are  little  better  than 
the  dogs  that  bark  at  their  heels.  These 
women  who  have  felt  the  grace  of  ma- 
ternity; these  men  who  love  their  wives 
and  children:  these  chaste,  prattling  babea 
with  dimbled  hands  and  bright,  wonder, 
iug  eyes— to  him  these  human  beings  have 
no  right  to  think,  no  right  to  love,  do  right 
to  aspue  no  right  to  stand  erect,  no  right 
to  do  aught  but  labor,  ctinge.  and  suffer. 
He  hat ea  them,  and  he  hates  the  noble  soul 
to  whom  they  offer  tribute  of  affection  and 
gratitude. 

This  idea  Mr.  Nast  pondered,  and  it 
quickly  took  posses-ion  of  his  mind  He 
pictured  to  himself  that  scene  at  Rich- 
mond: that  figure  of  the  century  walking 
through  the  dusty  streets  of  the  proud 
but  fallen  capital  surrounded  by  joyous. 
shouting  me-.,  women  and  children  or  the 
race  he  had  liberated.  An  inspiration 
came  to  him.  There  was  poetry,  sub- 
litnitv,  immortality  in  that  scene,  and  his 
whole  soul  thrilled  as  he  contemplated  it. 
Mr.  Na->i  t.,,.k  up  his  brush  with  enthusi- 
asm. The  subject  was  worth v  the  best  ef- 
forts of  a  Michael  Angelo,  and  the  painter 
worked  eagerlv,  tenderly,  reverently.  He 
had  known  Lincoln  iutimatelv,  and  as 
vividly  as  if  he  had  posed  for  him  in  his 
studio  did  he  draw  the  tall.  ungainlv  fig- 
ure, and  the  kindly,  eare  worn,  homely 
face  of  the  Marty.-  President.  One  must 
needs  see  tlii-  spleudid    c^eati^D    to    apltie- 

ciate  t  e  real  flavor  of  the  artists  genius. 
Mr.  Nast  has  done  other  excellent  paint- 
ings of  historical  association,  Our  none  of 
bis  earlier  works   equals  this    latest  one  iu 

conception  <v  iu  finish.  As  draughtsman, 
co fori^t.  and  master  of  graceful  composi- 
tion his  reputation  is  by  this  performance 
made  B<  cure  for  all  coming  time 


(From  Coffin's  "Four  Years  of  Fighting. ") 

[t  was  a  little  past  noon  when  I  walked 
down  to  the  river  bank  to  view  the  deso 
latiou.  While  there  1  saw  h  boat  pulled 
by  twelve  rowers  coming  up  stream,  con- 
taining President  Lincoln  and  his  little 
son.  Admiral  Porter,  and  three  officers. 
Forty  or  fifty  freed meo  »ole  possessors  of 
themselves  for  twenty. four  hours  arere 
at  work  mi  the  bank  of    the    canal,     under 


the  direction   <»f     ■    lieutenant,    eecoriug  i From  Admiral  Porter's  "  Anecdotes  of  the 

aorae  floating  timber:  they  crowded  round  _.       w     „ 

the   Preaident,  forgetting  work    in    their  <-,v"   Wdr-  ' 

wild  joy  at  !»«  holding  the  face  oftbe  author 

of  the   greaf   Emancipation    Proclamation.  The  current    waf  now    rushii 

As  he  approached  I  aaui  to  a   colored    wo.  over  and  among  rocka.  on  one  of  which  we 

(n,iii  finally  stnek. 

••  There  In  fhe  men  who  made  you  free."  ■  s.  nd   i<»r    Colonel    Bailey."    mid     I  he 

••  What,  mi-  ,  Pn  sident;  "he  will  get  \<>n  out  "f  tins." 

" That  is  Preaident  Lincoln."  "No,  air.  we  don't    want    (%>lon»l    !•■ 

"  Dat  President  Linkum.-"  tins  tin..-.     I  can  manage  it."    S.I  hacked 

••  ^  ,  ont  an.l  pointed  f"i  the  ncareat  lauding. 

Pie  gazed  at   him  a    moment    in    amaze.  There  waa  a  etuall  houee  on  thie  lauding, 

went.  joy.  rapture,  eett  in   Ptfperual  pres  ami   behind  it    were   some   twelve  u* 

Hic'n  clap|>ed  her  haoda.  jumped  and  digging  with  apadee.      Hia   leader  of   tbeno 

abound.  "Glory  !  glorv !  glory  !"  was  an   eld    man   Biity    veara  "f  age.     He 

••  God  I  l<  sw  vou,  Sah  !"   sai.l  one,  taking  rat-'  M  bitnael!  to  an  aprighl  poaition  ■ 

off  In-  cap  ai  (1  turning  very  '"w-  laiodi  d,  and  put  hie  bands   tip   to  Ins  ,  v.  -. 

"Hurrah!   hurrah!    President    Linkum  Then  be  dropped  hiaepade  and  spring  for- 

bah  come  !  Preaident  Linkum   hab   come!"  ward.     "Brea*  de  Lord."  lie   said,     dere  ia 

through  the  street  de  great  Messiah  !   I    knowed    him  at   noon 

The   lienteuaut    found    himeelf    without  i-  I  eeed  him      He's   hin   in   m?   beaN  fo' 

,,,,,,      What  cared   thoce   freedmen     freah  long  yeaha.  an'  he'a  cum  at  las' to   free  hie 

from  the  hooee  of    bondage,    tor    floating  chillun  from  deir   bondage!  Glorv,   Hall.'. 

t  i in t >•  i-  or  militHry  comtuauds?      Theii  de.  lujah!  "     And  he   fell  upon    hia    knee* 

liven  i   bad  <•'  mm'-,     be    who    next    to    the  fore  the  Preaident  and  kissed  hia  feel 

Lord     Jesus    \sas    their  heat    friend!      It  othera  followed  hia  example,  and  in  a  rain- 

prufl   col    a   hurrah  that  the v  gave  ho  uyich  ute  Mr    Lincoln  wan  aurronuded    by  t bene 

wild,   jubilant   cry  of    inexpressible    i pie.  who  bad  treaaured  up  the  reeollec 

j.,v  tion  of  hitu  caught  from  a  photograph,  aud 

They  pressed  round    tin'   Preaident,    rati  had  looked  up  to  him  tor  four  yeara  aa  the 

ahead,  aud  hovered    npon  the  Hanks   and  OUe  who  wan  to  lend  them  out  of  captivity. 

ftbe  little   company.     Men.  women,  [t  waa  a  touching  aighl     that  aged  i 

,,,.)  .1  1 1,  i.  ii  .i  lined  the  couatauth  incieaa.  kueelmg  at  the  feel  ot  the  tall,  gaunt  look- 

int:  throng.  Ihey  came  I'm. in  all  the  streeti  ing  man  who  seemed  m  bim«ell  to  l»e  l-'-nr- 

running  in  breathless  haste,  shoutiug   and  lug  all  the  griet   of    the    nation,  an  I  whose 

hallooing,  and  dancing  wit  fa i  delight.     The  sad  face  seemed  to   nay    'I    suffei    foi    yon 

in.  i,    threw    np   their    litt>.     1 1 1 •  -    woiueu  all.  but  will  do  all  I  can  to  help  you." 

waved   th. n-   bonnet*  tuxl    handkerchiefs,  Mr.  Lincoln  .linked   down   on   tb« 

clapped  their  banda.  aud  shouted.    "Glory  creature  al  hiH   feet;   he  was  much  emUar- 

to  God  !  glory  !  glory  !  glory!"     rendering  raaed    at    hit    poaitiou.      "Dou'i    kneel    to 

all  the  praise' to  God.  who  had  given  them  in--."  1m-   s.h-i      '   lint    in   not    richt      Vou 

freedom. aftei    lone    yearn  <.f   weary    wait-  inuat  kneel    to   (J"'l   only,  ami    Ihaub   him 

iug    aud  bail   permitted    them   thus   mux  for  the  liberty  yen  will  hereafter  enjoy.     I 

pectedly  to  meet  their  great  b<  in  factor.  am  but  Go  l'a  hn-nble  iustruineut;  hul  von 

"  I  thank  you.  dear  Jeaua.  that  I    behold  may  real   issured  thai   is  long  as  1    live   no 

President  Linkum  !"  was   the  exclatuation  out   shall  put  a  shskle   on  yout 

of  a  woman  who  at I  upon  the   threshold  you  shall    have    all  tin 

of  her  bumble  borne,  and    with    streaming  has  given    to   every    othei    fiee   nti/.-n   <-f 

il  handa,  gave  thank-  aloud  tin-  U<  public." 

to  the  Saviour  of  meu.  His  face  wa*  lit  up  a  III   i        rim 

Another    more  demonstrative,  waajnmp  he   uttered  these    a  >rU       Though 

ing  and  nwiuging  ber  arms,  crying,  iiidaome  man.  and    ungainly    in    his    »><  r- 

de  Lord  !  BleKsde  Lord!   Hless  de   1  in.  yet  in  hia  enthusiasm    he  seemed  the 

us  it  there  could  be  no  end  of  hei  thankful  p<  rsouitii  aiion  of   manly  beauty,  and    tl  at 

h  id  fare  of  hi*  •!   dow  n    in    k  ndm  sa 

No  carriage  waa  to  be  had.  so   the    Presi.  npon   these    ignorant    Marks    with  a  g 

dent,                     s  son.    walked    I                 ral  that    could    nol    be  excelled.      He    • 

\\ ,    •/.  1  >  I,, ;,,',,                                        i  man-  seemed  of  another  world. 

ora.    wearing    Ui>w    rouud  All    fins   sceue   of    brief   duration,   but, 

blue  caps  aud    short    jackets    ami    baggy  though  a  simple  and    hnml 

~.    with    ua\y    carbines,    formed   the  pressed  me    mori 

I.     Next  came  tin    President    aud  Ad-  kirn-  I  ever    witnessed      Whal     i    lim 

miral    Porter,    Hanked  by    the   ofti  ire  that  would                            M       I 

compauviug  him.  and  the  writer,  then    sis  lauding  fi    in   i  ship  ol 

irbiuea,     twenty   ol    u 

in  all.  i  to  kiss  tl 


of  his  garment !  In  the  foreground  should 
be  the  shackles  he  bad  broken  when  he  i* 
Baed  his  proclamation giving  liberty  to  the 

slave. 

Twenty  years  have  passed  since  that 
event:  it  is  almost  too  new  in  history  to 
make  a  great  impression,  but  the  tune  will 
come  when  it  will  loom  up  as  one  of  the 
greatest  of  man's  achievements,  and  the 
uajne  of  Abraham  Lincoln  -who  of  his  own 
will  struck  the  shackles  from  the  limbs  of 
four  millions  of  people -will  be  honored 
thousands  of  years  from  now  as  man's 
name  was  never  honored  before. 

It  was  a  minute  or  two  befon  I  could  get 
the  negroes  to  ris  ■  and  leave  the  President. 
'Mo-  scene  \\;is  so  touching  I  hated  to  dis- 
turb it.  vet  we  could  not  slay  there  all  da V: 
we  had  to  move  on;  so  l  requested  the 
patriarch  to  withdraw  from  about  the 
lent  with  bis  companions  and  let  us 
pass  on. 

"Yes,  Massa,"   said  the  old   man.   "but 
after  beiii'  so  many  years  in  de  desert  will- 
out  water,   it's  mighty  pleasant  to  be  look- 
in'  at  las'  on  our  spring  of  life.     'Sense  us. 
sir;  we  means  no  disrcspee'  to  Mass'    Lin- 
coln; we  means   all    love  and   gratitude." 
And  then,  joining  hands  together  in  a  nn_\ 
the  negroes  saug  the  following  hymn  with 
itching   voices  only   pos- 
by  the  negroes  of  the  South  ; 
"  Oh.  all  ye  people  clap  your  hand-. 
ADd  with  triumphant  voices  sing; 
No  force  the  mighty  power  withstands 

Of  (b.d.  the  universal  King." 
The  President  and  all  of  us  listened  re- 
spectfully while  the  hymn  was being  sung. 
Four  minutes  at  most  had  passed  away 
since  we  first  landed  at  a  point,  where,  as 
far  a>  the  eye  could  rtach.  the  streets  were 
entirelv  deserted,  but  now  what  a  differ*  nt 
scene  appeared  a*  that  livmu  went  forth 
from  the  d  eg  roes1  lips!  The  streets  seem- 
ed   to  be    suddenly   alive   with    the   colored 

race  They  seemed  to  spring  from  the 
earth.  They  came,  tumbling  and  shout- 
ing, from  over  the  hills  and  from  the  W  ater- 
iide,  where  no  oue  was  seen  as  we  had 
passed. 

The  crowd  immediately  became  very  op. 
pressive.     We  needed  our  marines  to   keep 

them  off. 

I  ordered  twelve  of  the  boat's  crew  to 
fix  ha -/',»'"  t*  to  their  rifles  and  to  surround 
the  President,  all  of  which  was  quickly 
-nt  the  croud  poured  m  so  fearfully 
that  I  thought  we  all  stood  a  ell  I 
ing  crushed  to  d«  at h. 

I  now  realized  the  imprudence  of  landing 
without  a  large  body  of  marines:  and  yet 
this  seemed  to  me.  after  all.  the  fittest  way 
for  Mr.  Lincoln  to  come  among  the  people 


he  had  redeemed  from  bondage. 

What  au  ovation  he  had  to  lie  sure,  f rom 
those  so-called  ignorant  beings!  They  all 
had  their  souls  in  their  eve-,  and  I  don't 
think  I  ever  looked  upon  a  scene  where 
there  were  BO  many  passionately  happy 
faces. 

While  some  were  rushing  foward  to  try 
and  touch  the  man  they  had  talked  of  and 
dreamed  of  for  four  long  years,  others 
stood  off  a  little  way  and  looked  <>n  m  awe 
and  wonder.  Others  turned  somersaults, 
and  manv  yelled  for  joy.  Half  of  them 
acted  as  though  <b  mented.  and  could  .tiud 
,\  of  t<  stify  their  delight. 

They  had  been  made  tobelieve  tbat'tbev 
never  would  gain  their  liberty,  and  here 
they  were  brought  face  to  face  with  it  w  hen 
Upected.  It  was  as  a  beautiful  toy 
unexpectedly  given  to  a  child  after  mouths 
of  hopeless  longing  on  its  part;  it  was  such 
joy  as  never  kills,  but  animates  the  dullest 
class  of  humanity. 

But  we  could  not  stay  there  all  day  look- 
ing at  thw  happy  mass  of  people;  the 
crowds  and  then  yells  were  increasing. and 
in  a  short  time  we  would  be  uuahle  to 
move  at  all.  The  negroes,  m  their  ecstasy, 
could  uot  be  made  to  understand  that  they 

were  detaining  the  President;    they  looked 

upon  him  as  belonging  to  them,   and  that 
he  had  come  to  put    the   co»c 
the  great  work  he  had   commenced,    They 
would  not  feel  they  werefree  in  reality  un- 
til they  heard  if  from  hn  own  1 

At  length  he  spoke.  He  could  riot  move 
for  the  mass  of  people-he  had  to  do  some- 
thing. 

"My  poor  friends."  he  said,  "you  are 
free  as  air.  You  can  cast  off  the 
name  of  slave  and  trample  upon  it:  it  will 
come  t<>  you  no  more.  Liberty  is  your 
birthright.  God  gave  it  to  you  as  be  gave 
it  to  others,  and  it  is  a  sin  that  you  have 
been  deprived  of  it  for  so  manv  \  ears.  Hut 
von  must  trv  to  deserve  this  priceUas 
boom.    Let  tbeworldsee  that  you  merit  it. 

and  are  able  to  maintain  it    by    your   n 1 

W'prks.  Don't  bt  your  joy  carry  yon  u.to 
Learn  the  laws  and  obey  them; 
obey  (bid's  commandmentM  and  thank  him 
forgiving  you  liberty,  for  to  him  you  owe 
all  thing-  There,  now.  let  m*«  pas* 
I  have  but  little  time  to  spare.  I  want  to 
see  the  capital,  and  must  return  at  once  to 
Washington  to  secure  to  you  that  liberty 
which  you  seem  to  prize  so  highly." 

The  crowd  shouted  and    -  as   if 

tney  would  split  the  firmament,  though 
while  the  President  whs  speaking  you 
might  have  heard  a  pin  drop.  1  don't  think 
am   oue  could  do  justice  to  that  Si 
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